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He’s Real Real Dead. Really. 


Y ou might of seen this thing in the 
paper about a motorcyclist who got 
wasted by a sem-eye in the middle of San 
Francisco. It was a terrible tragic acci- 
dent. But then, after they put him in a 
body bag, the Coroner’s Office van showed 
up to investigate—and ran over the poor 
sucker again. Then, after realizing he’d 
run over him, the driver of the van backed 
over him while trying to park. 

I know Iknow I know, it’s no laughing 
matter. People were outraged. They held 
press conferences about it. There'll probly 
be lawsuits. The guy didn’t deserve it, 
even if he was dead. 

But one thing nobody noticed, I don’t 
think, was the TV movie possibilities we’ve 
got here. It’s gotten to where there’s hardly 
anything horrible that happens to any- 
body that hasn’t already been a TV movie. 
I mean, we’ve done incest, we’ve done 
teenage drugs, we’ve done Amy Fisher. 
We've done realtor-by-day, hooker-by- 
night. We’ve done the guy who married 
three women at the same time. We’ve 
done most of the women who kill their 
*‘usbands and all of the husbands who 
ill their wives. We’re fast approaching 
the greasy bottom of the TV-movie fried- 
chicken bucket. 

_ And then this happens. 

I think we have a winner. 

I can see the TV Guide ad now: 

Tonight, a CBS Special Event Movie . . 

Roadkill! 

The true story of the biker so mean they had to 
flatten him twice! 

Or was it, in the words of the coroner, “just an 
accident”? 

Twenty-five years after Easy Rider made every 
biker think twice about passing a pick-up, we finally 
have a sequel for the nineties . . . Now watch the 
rednecks finish the job. 





Cat Sassoon, star of Angelfist, has a fist like an angel and 
a face like a fist. 


Why did high-ranking officials, many of whom 
had watched Oliver Stone’s JFK, want Tony Simpson 
dead? 

And why did they want him dead again? 

Listen to witnesses who saw the van emerge 
from a grassy knoll. Was the biker run over three 
times, or only two? 

Was he a zombie biker, spawned at a secret 
government laboratory, soon to rise and lead an 
army of the undead down Market Street? Was the 


mysterious van on a mission of mercy? 

Or was it a case of mistaken identity? Did the 
coroner’s office re-kill the wrong man? 

Watch for the big autopsy scene, where the 
medical examiner describes the body: “We have 
multiple injuries to the head, contusions on the neck, 
cuts and abrasions to the left forearm, two giant tire 
tracks across the chest, three broken fingernails...” 

Government conspiracy? Or “just a bunch of 
crazy teenagers fooling around”? 

You decide. Tonight only. With Erik Estrada as 
the dead, really dead biker. Drew Barrymore as the 
girl who told him not to take the Harley that day. 
Michael J. Pollard as “the guy in the brown overalls.” 
Casey Kasem as the reporter. And Lou Gossett Jr. as 
Levar. 

As narrator Wilford Brimley puts it, “Was it an 
accident, or does it just look like an accident?” 

Whatever you decide, one thing’s for sure: 

He’s dead. 

A Hearst Entertainment Production ofa Stephen 
King Film. Special makeup effects by Industrial 
Light and Magic. 

And speaking of films that should never be 
made, Angelfist is the latest attempt to create a 
female kung-fu star, this time with North American 
karate champeen Cat Sassoon, the woman with a fist 
like an angel and a face like a fist. 

Normally Cat is a pouty-lipped El] Lay cop who 
busts into motel rooms and kung-fus Mexican drug 
dealers, but now her kickboxing topless dancer sis- 
ter has been murdered by samurai ninjas in the 
Philippines. Pretty soon she’s fighting her way 
through political demonstrations, befriending a 
weenie named Alcatraz, and entering the big “Kubate” 
women’s kickboxing tournament so she can find out 
who...er...why...er... actually, I don’t know 
why she enters the big women’s kickboxing tourna- 
ment, but I know it has something to do with drug 
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Meadow Drive-In 
Stigler, Oklahoma 


Slimeball Alert! The Meadow Drive-In, on 
State Highway 9 outside Stigler, Oklahoma, 
burned to the ground one Wednesday night, and 
the chief suspects are vandals! Police are inves- 
tigating Cuban involvement. The drive-in lasted 
forty years, beginning in 1951, when Jack Pierce 
opened it with Mickey Rooney starring in All 
Ashore. At one time the Meadow had “Buck 
Night” (one dollar per carload), but they had to 
discontinue it because too many people came in 
hay trucks filled with thirty or forty people. Ron 
Dori of Oklahoma City reminds us that, without 
eternal vigilance, it could happen here. 
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dealers, the American ambassador, death brigades, 
the FBI, and her sister’s friend, Melissa Moore, who 
gets tied up by terrorists, tortured, raped, and made 
to suffer a lot of lewd remarks, before she breaks 
loose, leaps onto a train, chokes a ninja to death with 
her knees, and rushes into the kickboxing arena to 
warn Cat theyre trying to assassinate the ambassa- 
dor. 

I’m sorry, I’m doing the best I can. 

Twenty dead bodies. Twenty-eight breasts. Five 
ninja attacks, including one where the ninjas wear 
panty-hose over their heads. Exploding car. Three 
gratuitous shower scenes. Gratuitous topless-bar 
entertainment. Eleven kickboxing scenes. Kung Fu. 
Bimbo Fu. Sword Fu. Drive-In Academy Award 
nominations for Cat Sassoon, the only kickboxer 
whose lips are bigger than her thighs, for performing 
brutal kung-fu-in-the-nude; Roland Dantes, the stick- 
fighting martial arts expert with nothing to do in the 
movie, for saying “Vengeance is not an acceptable 
motive for fighting in the Kubate”; and Melissa 
Moore, who has always had enormous talents but 
now reveals kung-fu skills as well. 

One and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Canadian geniuses reveal for the first time... 


‘Show Boat’ Written By Jews! 


p in Toronto, theyre ripping one another’s 
heads off over whether Show Boat is politically 
correct or not. 
The whole thing started when black leaders 
claimed that the show was racist, and so it shouldn’t 
be used to dedicate the new performing arts center. 





Shannon Whirry is the B-movie Madonna who seduces men 
and gets them to commit murders for her, in Body of Influence. 
She makes it harder by wearing her hair this way. 


First of all, I don’t know exactly what they call 
“black” in Canada. I assume they mean the least 
white of the assorted shades of white, because, let’s 
face it, you could be the color of buttermilk and still 
be considered a minority. Those people are white. 
Were talking pale here. 

But anyhow, the Afro-American—whoops!—the 
Afro-Canadian community—whoops!—the African- 
Canadian community—all the people with skin darker 
than a jar of mayonnaise got together to protest all 
the “racist stereotypes” in Show Boat, and demand 
that this multi-million-dollar Broadway-bound pro- 
duction be halted. But that’s not what made every- 
body mad. 





What made everybody mad is that the protesters 
said what they really didn’t like about Show Boat is 
that it was Jewish. It was made by Jewish people. 
And, of course, by this they meant Oscar 
Hammerstein II and Jerome Kern. 

Now we got some really angry Jews in Toronto, 
we who can’t believe that Oscar and 
Jerome are being accused of writ- 
ing a musical that’s part of an 
international masterplot to put 
down African-Canadians, African- 
Americans, and African-Mexicans. 

I never have understood this 
black-vs.-Jew thing, and I’m not 
gonna start now, but what I can do 
is tell you Dudley Doorights how 
to fix this problem immediately. 
Because I am a man who has seen 
Show Boat nineteen jillion times. 
I’ve seen it in high school auditori- 
ums. I’ve seen it at Casa Manana 
in Fort Worth. I’ve seen it at the 
Dallas Summer Musicals. I’ve 
heard guys sing “Ole Man River” 
so low it causes actual cracks to 
open up in the theater floor. So one 
thing I do know about is Show 
Boat. 

Now. lalways thought Show 
Boat was a statement against rac- 
ism. That was the point of Edna 
Ferber’s novel. That was the point 
of the show. That’s how Oscar 
wrote it. And that’s the reason 
that, when it opened on Broadway 
in 1927, the only person in the cast 
who became a star was Helen 
Morgan, who played Julie, the 
woman kicked off the boat for fall- 
ing in love with a white man. She “Can’t Help Lovin’ 
Dat Man” of hers. Right? And so the Sheriff shows up 
and tells them they’re guilty of marriage between 
the races, which is a capital crime on the Mississippi 
River, at least in this show. But to avoid getting 
arrested, Julie’s man Steve, who is always played by 
a summer-stock wimp, cuts Julie’s finger and sucks 
her blood so he'll have black blood, too. But then they 
decide to sacrifice their own jobs and leave the boat, 
so that all their friends don’t have any problems on 
account of them. Remember? 

I think this is about as far from racism as you can 
get. But who cares what I think? This is the nineties, 
when the definition of racism is whatever anybody 
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says it is. So here’s how to fix the show, correct it, 
take all the obvious Jewish propaganda out of it, and 
get it to Broadway anyway: 

Instead of having Julie fall in love with Steve, 
have her fall in love with Jules, a nasty Jewish guy 
who only became a riverboat performer for the money. 
He could care less what happens to the other people 
on the boat. So when the sheriff shows up, he says to 
Julie, “And not only that, I didn’t even know you 
were black. You think I’m staying married to a black 
person?” 

In other words, do a Spike Lee with it. 

So Jules leaves the show, Julie leaves the show, 
but they go separately. Julie is so steamed by this 
time that she starts a competing riverboat show, 
starring Gregory Hines, and she steals away the old 
guy who sings “Ole Man River,” because then the 
stupid Jewish version has no big opening number. 
Instead of ending up as a boozehound singer at the 
Trocadero, she gradually accumulates a fortune and 
uses it to run a riverboat casino game. Her best 
customer is Gaylord Ravenal, the dashing riverboat 
gambler who loves Magnolia but leaves her when his 
debts become too great. (In other words, we leave the 
Gaylord-Magnolia plot alone.) Eventually, Julie holds 
all Gaylord’s markers. Thirty years pass. Payback 
time on the Cotton Blossom. Julie shows up on the 
boat, just as Magnolia is finishing the same pathetic 
novelty number she was doing in 1885. The sheriffis 
with her, to announce that Gaylord Ravenal is 
actually black, too, and so he and Magnolia are 
guilty of marriage between the races, but he'll 
overlook it if Gaylord will marry Julie, and Magnolia 
will marry a Jewish guy, to make sure her tainted 
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blood doesn’t get mixed up with any important race. 
The various couples are paired up and married off as 
the Jewish minstrels aboard the Cotton Blossom 
sing “Ole Man Moses” for tips. 

Believe me, this'll play. 

And speaking of new versions of old ideas, you’ve 
heard of Body of Evidence? Now we have... Body of 
Influence! Instead of Madonna, we have Shannon 
Whirry. Instead of Willem Dafoe, we have... Nick 
Cassavetes. Otherwise, exact same movie. 

Well, maybe not the exact same movie. In this 
version, Nick is a Beverly Hills psychiatrist who 
videotapes all his sessions with bored housewives, 
even the ones he has sex with. Shannon plays a 
wildwoman who shows up one day and basically 
twists his body into a pretzel until he agrees to do 
anything, including murder people. And Sandahl 
Bergman is the sensitive confused young housewife 
who has hot sex with Nick on his shrink couch and 
then says, “You know what? This might qualify as 
sexual harassment.” 

In other words, we’ve got a whole lot of 
aardvarking going on here, with no plot to get in the 
way of the story. My kinda movie. 

Twenty-one breasts. Six dead bodies. Kink-o- 
rama. S&M. M&M. LMNOP. Drive-In Academy 
Award nominations for Diana Barton, as the fiancee 
who gets a little suspicious when Nick’s female 
patients start coming over to the house and resting 
on his bed, for saying “I don’t like this one bit!”; 
Shannon Whirry, for going into a shrink’s office, 
ripping off all her clothes, straddling the shrink’s 
chair, and saying “I understand your pain, Jonathan,” 
and for calling him up all the time and saying 
“Jonathan, we must have sex immediately”; Richard 
Roundtree, who has nothing to do in this movie but 
hang around Nick Cassavetes and say stuff like, 
“She ain’t the only one who’s sexually repressed”; 
and Nick Cassavetes, one of the all-time great 
sleazeballs, for saying stuff like “I just felt that with 
you by my side I could handle anything that life 
threw at me.” 

Two and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


The Classic Car Killer (Richard A. Lupoff): 
Second mystery in a series featuring pudgy insur- 


ance adjuster Hobart Lindsey, a middle-aged 
likeable loser who lives with his wacko mother yet 
still manages to get lucky a couple of times and 
solve the crime du jour. Three stars. ($4.99. Ban- 
tam Books, 666 Fifth Avenue, New York, NY 
10103.) 





Reviews by the Comedy Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


Night on Earth 


“Superior” “wonderful” “literate” “artsy-fartsy” “unusual 
and touching,” damn near “perfect” road fugue about five taxi 
rides in different cities 
around the world during a 
24-hour period, starting at 
sundown in Los Angeles and 
ending at dawn in Helsinki, 
with a “delightful” interna- 
tional cast that makes any 
plot unnecessary. Stealing 
the movie is Roberto 
Benigni, who “makes us 
laugh even through the sub- 
titles,” as a Roman cab driver 
whotorments a priest, Paolo 
Bonacelli, with details of 
his sex life. “Classy” Gena 
Rowlands is a fast-talking 
Hollywood casting agent, 
with the “great” Winona 
Ryder as her chain-smok- 
ing tomboy cabbie who’s so 
strange she doesn’t want a 
chance to be a star. The “de- 
pressing” Armin Mueller- 
Stahl is a retired East Ger- 
man clown driving a New 
York cab, with “obnoxious” 
Rosie Perez and “wonder- 
ful” Giancarlo Esposito as 
his streetwise fares. 
Beatrice Dalle is a “beauti- 
ful, mysterious” blind woman 
who turns out to be a mili- 
tant feminist when she gets 
into a Paris cab driven by a 
guy having a really bad night, Isaach De Bankole of the Ivory 
Coast. And the “terrific” Matti Pellonpaa is a Finnish driver 
with a hard-luck story worse than all three of his drunk riders. 
“You gotta be in the right mood, and it’s a bit long, but this film 
is a treat. The sub-titles are excellent.” “Very funny and worth 
seeing several times.” “Spectacular writing.” “Cinematography is 
excellent.” “Tom Waits wrote the worst theme song I have ever 
heard. Yuk.” “It blows a great chance to be funny by having only 
one good story out of five.” Benigni has the best line: “She always 
looks at me with those strange ‘sister-in-law’ eyes.” One dead 
body. One crash. Producer/Writer/Director: Jim Jarmusch (“ex- 
cellent”). [Fine Line/New Line. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 91. 


Class Act 


“Witty” “endearing” “positive-outlook” Prince-and-the-Pau- 
per story with “excellent” performances by Christopher Reid 
and Chris Martin, who form the rap act 
Kid ’N Play, as two students—one a “nerdy 
whiz-kid brainiac,” the other a “juvenile 
offender on parole’—whose school records 
become switched. Each needs what the other 
one has, so they strike a deal, leading to 
such lines as the nerd-turned-tough-guy 
saying, “I’m just expressing myself aerody- 
namically,” and the tough-guy-turned-brain 
saying, “As you can see, science is my life.” 
“Fun, light, enjoyable—very solid.” “I wasn’t 
expecting much so I was very pleasantly 
surprised.” “Very funny and very real depic- 


Kid (left) is the brainiac, Play 
the witty comedy Class Act. 


83-80 Decent 





is the gangster-in-training, in 


Official 
Rating System 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 
94-89 Classic 


88-84 Excellent 


79-75 Watchable 
74-65 Pathetic 
64-50 Dog Doo Doo 





tion of high school.” “Kid ’N Play’s goofy appeal surpasses the 
predictable plot and lame dialogue.” “Some of the white folks are 
pretty one-dimensional.” “I’m too old and white to like this—it 
needs subtitles.” Grossed $12 million at the box office. One motor 
vehicle chase, with crash. 
Cast: Alysia Rogers (“out- 
standing”), Pauly Shore 
(“disappointing,” “needs 
help”), Meshach Taylor 
(“okay” as a dad), Doug E. 
Doug (“fine”), Rhea 
Perlman (“nice turn”), Sam 
McMurray (as_ Skip 
Wankman, the emcee of 
Knowledge Bowl), Gabe 
Green, Karyn Parsons, 
Rick Ducommun, Raye 
Birk. Writers: John 
Semper, Cynthia Fried- 
lob (“excellent,” with “charm 
and class”), from a story by 
Michael Swerlick, Wayne 
Rice, Richard Brenne. 
Director: Randall Miller. 
[Warner. 1992.] Overall rat- 
ing: 85. 


Passed Away 


“Fast-paced” “unpre- 
dictable” but occasionally 
“dumb” “relationship com- 
edy” that “just misses,” about 
the funeral of a family patri- 
arch and union leader, the 
“outstanding” Jack Warden 
“in his best dead-body role 
since Used Cars.” At his wake 
the dysfunctional relatives 
try to preserve appearances in a world full of “ghoulish real estate 
agents, oh-so-friendly and oh-so-greedy morticians, and griping 
aunts.” The “always good” Bob Hoskins is the family member 
trying to escape everything, including his wife Blair Brown, a 
“nonentity” in “too small a part for her,” only to realize he’s the 
glue that holds everything together. (“Why should Bob Hoskins 
stay with her?”) “Avoids Big Chill pretensions and goes for the 
laugh instead.” “Better than it sounds.” “Very satisfying ending.” 
“Predictable but enjoyable.” “Decent premise, but couldn’t sus- 
tain all the subplots.” “Dumb subplot about Salvadoran rebels.” 
“It’s not The Loved One.” “A stiff.” Maureen Stapleton has the 
best line: “If he shot the sheriff, but didn’t shoot the deputy, who 
did?” Three dead bodies. Face-slapping. Purse-bashing. Cast: 
Tim Curry (“his mouth contortions could lead to a bad case of 
lockjaw”), Pamela Reed (“struggles”), William Petersen (“very 
funny,” “acted like he was just waiting to get paid”), Peter 
Riegert, Nancy Travis, Frances 
McDormand. Writer/Director: Charlie 
Peters (“funny, literate”). [Hollywood Pic- 
tures. 1992.] Overall rating: 83. 


Stay Tuned 


Hell is a satellite dish with 666 chan- 
nels in this “harmless time-passer,” a 
“packed” “non-stop” “imaginative” “irrever- 
ent” anthology of “dozens of truly funny TV 
parodies,” including the “very funny” John 
Ritter “finding himself in hell’s version of 
Three’s Company,” with the “outstanding” 





Pam Dawber and John Ritter are zapped into TV hell (appropriately enough) in the 


sleeper Stay Tuned. 


Pam Dawber as his “whiny” wife who’s sucked into “Hellvision” 
with him, the “hilarious” “funnier than ever” Eugene Levy in a 
“nice minor role,” and an “excellent” sequence in which Ritter and 
Dawber are trapped in a Chuck Jones cartoon. Among the 
shows are Northern Overexposure, Three Men and Rosemary's 
Baby, Sadistic Hidden Videos, thirtysomething-to-life, Golden 
Ghouls, Driving Over Miss Daisy and Beverly Hills 90666. “Word 
of mouth on this film was really bad, and really wrong. I’ve been 
reading Mad since 1968. Bill Gaines would have appreciated this 
one.” “High-tech visual wizardry backed by excellent production 
design and great music.” “Kind of a Beetlejuice / Saturday Night 
Live ripoff.” “Creative, but seems to run out of ideas about five 
minutes from the finish.” Levy has the best line: “Interesting 
concept—diagonal boobs.” Six dead bodies. Three explosions. 
Hot-oil aerobics. Fingers roll. Heads roll. Heads rotate Linda- 
Blair-style. Cast: Jeffrey Jones (“standout” as Spike, the devil’s 
representative), Heather McComb (“weak” as the daughter), 
David Tom (asthe son). Writers: Tom Parker, Jim Jennewein 
(“take a dumb storyline and make a funny movie”). Director: 
Peter Hyams (“best work”). Earned only $10 million at the box 
office. (Warner. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 82. 


Pizza Man 


“Hilarious” “cute” “easy-going” “high camp” “sophisticated” 
“well-acted” but sometimes “boring” and “mediocre” eighties 
political satire starring “entertaining, wry” Bill Maher, a pizza 
delivery man, famous for “never getting stiffed nor delivering a 
cold pizza,” who stumbles onto the greatest scandal in American 
history, a plot involving Donald Trump, Dan Quayle, Tom Brad- 
ley, Michael Milken and many other political luminaries, then 
proceeds to “harpoon every detective cliche ever spoken.” 
Annabelle Gurwitch is a “superbly glamorous, yet trampy 
vamp” who plays the dame to Maher’s Sam Spade spoof. Espe- 
cially nice turns from Arlene Banas as Marilyn Quayle in an 
“excellent” scene; Clyde Kusatsu as former Japanese Prime 
Minister Nakasone, and, “best of all,” Ron Darian as Michael 
Dukakis, in a “classic” scene where he lectures Maher on the 
advantages of the Pacer while actually riding in one. Bryan 
Clark is “really rotten” as Ronald Reagan, but has a funny scene 
where, sexually turned on, he tells Geraldine Ferraro “You're 
nothing but a tax-and-spend slut! . . . ooooh!” “Far-fetched, but 
funny and original.” “A patient, intelligent little movie. Kind ofa 
Chinatown-Blade Runner-Taxi Driver-Skidoo combination.” “It’s 
unusual that with a cast of complete unknowns the movie really 
holds your interest.” “Not all the gags work, but enough to 
recommend.” “Reminds you of a bad student film. Writer/director 
J.D. Athens leaves nocliche unturned. His earlier film, Cannibal 
Women in the Avocado Jungle of Death, was much better.” “A 
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little bit of clever stuck in the 
middle of a whole lot of boring.” “I 
mostly winced at the unsuccess- 
ful humor.” “Runs out of gas about 
halfway through.” Maher has the 
best lines, like “Nobody picks off 
anchovies,” and “Don’t move— 
I’ma Democrat.” Seventeen dead 
bodies. Three explosions. Poison- 
blowfish sushi. Gratuitous John 
Travolta impersonation. Kung 
Fu. Cast: David McKnight, 
Simon Richards (as Donald 
Trump), Jeff Hawk (“good” as 
Dan Quayle).[Monarch. 1991/92. | 
Overall rating: 81. 


Cheap Shots 


“Odd” “subdued” “sub-aver- 
age” “weird but fun” “goofy” black 
comedy “with a heart,” although 
some considered it “embarrass- 
ing,” starring “talented” Louis 
Zorich as the aging Greek owner 
of a decrepit tourist court, who “performs the entire movie in a 
bathrobe” as he dreams of being a tycoon despite the nagging of 
his wife Mary Louise Wilson. Zorich makes a last-ditch attempt 
to raise money for repairs ordered by the Health Department by 
making voyeuristic sex videotapes with the help of his “creepy” 
tenant, the “nicely bizarre oddball” David Patrick Kelly, “who 
could read the phone book and make you feel edgy.” The unwit- 
ting targets of his scheme are beautiful blonde Patience Moore 
and her mysterious boyfriend John Galateo—but they see a lot 
more than they think they'll see. “A kind of mental-emotional 
slapstick.” “Reminds me of David Lynch, although much less 
extreme. It looks like it has a budget of $1.99, which is half of its 
appeal.” “There’s a simplicity that’s quite nice. Different, a 
change.” “It looks like it was made in one week, which is okay, but 
I wish Louis Zorich would get out of that bathrobe.” “It almost 
succeeds and at least it tries. The cost of this film must have been 
about $39.95, but it’s all up there on the screen.” “Consistently 
annoying music.” “The lighting is horrible.” “They don’t even get 
the peeping-tom part right.” “I couldn’t wait for it to end.” Four 
dead bodies. Two breasts. One motor vehicle chase. Cast: Clarke 
Gordon (“standout” as Franklin), Michael Twain (“excellent” 
as Jack). Writers/Directors: Jeff Ureles, Jerry Stoeffhaas 
(“good,” “creditable attempt”). [Panorama/Hemdale. 199 1/92. ] 
Overall rating: 76. 


The Wistful Widow of Wagon Gap 


“Typical” “dated” “tough-to-watch” “mildly amusing” “as- 
sembly-line” farce starring “legends” Bud Abbott (“very flat in 
this movie”) and Lou Costello as travelling salesmen, detained 
in a small Montana town, where Costello accidentally kills the 
husband of the “hilarious” but “wasted” Marjorie Main and is 
sentenced to take over the dead man’s dysfunctional family as 
well as his duties as sheriff. Since even the bad guys don’t want 
him, he cleans up the town. “Packed with extended Abbott and 
Costello routines, gags and slapstick humor.” “Marjorie Main 
doesn’t even look like she’s working.” “A lot of stuff seems cliched, 
but this is where the cliches were invented.” “The humor is so 
gentle—no bitterness, no black humor, no double meanings, no 
contemporary commentaries—I smiled through the whole movie 
and laughed out loud frequently. I was caught completely off 
guard. My sophistication is sliding away.” “The musical score is 
pretty annoying.” “Not one of Abbott and Costello’s better films.” 
One dead body. Two brawls. Spittoon Fu. Cast: Audrey Young 
(“doing her best to be a bimbo in ankle-length prairie fashion”), 
George Cleveland (“fine” as the judge), Gordon Jones (as 
Jake). Writers: Robert Lees, Frederic I. Rinaldo, John Grant. 
Director: Charles T. Barton. [Universal-International/MCA- 
Universal. 1947/92.] Overall rating: 76. 


Hot Chocolate 


“Beyond awful” farce starring the “great-haired” Bo De- 
rek—who “keeps her clothes on (!) and attempts to get by on her 
acting talent, which consists of opening her eyes real wide when 
she says her lines”—as a Houston tycoon who travels to France 
to buy a chocolate factory as a tax write-off, falls for the owner’s 
assistant, “unfunny” “eyebrow-arching” Robert Hays, and 
“sleazes out for Froggie trouser trout” as she’s picked up by an 
entire French soccer team, then ends up fighting an irate divorcee 
and a lynch mob of bonbon makers. “Forget acting—Bo Derek 
can’t even talk. And she kisses with her mouth 
closed!” “Bo sets her all-time personal record for 
keeping her clothes on for over an hour, breaking j 
the old record of six minutes.” “If silent pictures 
ever return, Bo could have a great career.” “Bo 
Derek—is she an actress playing the part of a 
spoiled rich girl, oris shea spoiled rich girl playing 
out her actress fantasy? Truly an endless enigma.” 
“Featuring gag-inducing international male bond- 
ing, a midget barterer, and an insane, semi-lo- 
botomized Nazi death camp survivor gardener/ 
valet.” “Outstandingly bad music.” “There’s a scene 
where Bo crashes in a Jeep, gets out laughing ‘Oh, 
that was fun!,’ grabs a nearby horse, jumps on 
bareback, picks up the count who was in the crash 
with her, and rides with him back to safety.” “The 
cast is a veritable Who’s Who of has-been actors.” 
“Gentle, nice, pleasant way to spend a couple of 
hours—I’d let the kids watch it.” “Best bogus 
country/western song title: ‘If You Won’t Leave 
Me Alone, I'll Find Someone Who Will.” Bo has all 
the good lines, like “We’re going to take truffles 
public!” and “For the first time, aman has me kind 
of... bothered.” One dead body. Two breasts. Two 
motor vehicle chases. Kung Fu. Butt-ugly eel-dog 
Fu. Cast: Howard Hessman (“with a non-convincing Texas 
accent”), Francois Marthouret, Vincent Cassel. Writers: 
Ginny Cerrella, Maryedith Burrell. Director: Josee Dayan. 
[Live. 1992.] Overall rating: 73. 


Nerds of a Feather 


“Inane” “slow-moving” “tawdry” “cornball” but “humorously 
surreal” spy caper about “wild and zany cross-dressing pygmies” 
who overwhelm a pair of nerdy lovers who work together as 
nursing-home orderlies in Venice, California. They are the “very 
lame” Mario Romeo Milano (who also wrote the script and co- 
directed) as a “fashion-smart KGB agent” who “looks like a cross 
between Liberace and a snapping turtle,” and Kathleen Kichta, 
“the perfect bimbo, and nice, too, with her two enormous 
Matterhorns.” The two lovers get caught up in a battle of midget 
Russian agents, led by a full-sized KGB lieutenant, the “great” 
femme fatale Anya Karin, who is trying to recover a defecting 
professor with a secret formula—Pat McCormick, who “tries 
hard.” “Wow! A true grade Z comedy from Troma. No originality, 
no subtlety, lots of bad gags, groaners, and Pat McCormick!!” “So 
bad it almost achieves the cult status it appears to be seeking.” 
“All the acting is routinely rotten.” “So bad it is astonishing— 
really astonishing. I’m fascinated that something can be so 
thoroughly terrible. I wouldn’t have turned it off for anything.” 
“All those midgets and dwarves were just too creepy for a 
comedy.” “I never thought I’d see a Colleen Camp imitator.” “A 
little too heavy on the perverted homo symbolism, especially 
when the midgets start to monopolize the story.” One dead body. 








Straight-arrow pizza delivery man Bill Maher (right) meets every political 
figure of the eighties in the weirdbeard satire Pizza Man. 


Two breasts. Three motor vehicle chases. Four explosions. Auto- 
matic-weapon-wielding munchkins. Dog in handcuffs. Gratu- 
itous bikini-clad beach bunnies. Gratuitous biker-gang subplot. 
Cast: Charles Pierce (“excellent” as grandma), Peter Risch (as 
a dwarf agent), Charles Dierkop (as Kichta’s biker ex-boy- 
friend). Directors: Gary Graver, Milano (“too dead”). [Troma. 
1992.] Overall rating: 70. 


Code Name: Chaos 


“Far-fetched” “depressing” “bland-to-bad” “yawner” about 
four washed-up spies from the USSR, Cuba, Britain and the 









U.S.—including the “scenery-chewing” Robert “Ham City” Log- 
gia, “screaming his way through this one,” “acting like the total 
jerk a real CIA agent is in real life’—-who converge on the small 
tropical-island country of Maressa (actually filmed in Sri Lanka) 
and plot to throw the world into a crisis so they can profit from 
falling futures markets. The “straight and dull” CIA agent Brian 
Kerwin, in a “very low-key” performance, eventually figures it 
out and saves the day. “What drug is Robert Loggia on?” “Like one 
of those James Bond ripoffs in the sixties—familiar supporting 
cast, bland but beautiful leads, and a stupid, pointless script.” 
“Not quite enough overacting to save the plot, but they do try.” 
“Not a comedy—bad drama with a stupid gag every once in a 
while.” “It’s the biggest spy movie since Operation Kid Brother. 
It’s the biggest caper movie since The Biggest Bundle of Them All. 
It’s less confusing than The Exorcist II and it’s got more swearing 
than The Last Detail.” “Can’t decide whether to be James Bond 
or aslapstick comedy—straddling both doesn’t work.” “Not badly 
done—just one of those films that doesn’t quite make it over the 
hump.” “Terrific crowd scenes and local color.” “The cast should 
hope this never sees the light of day.” One minority opinion: 
“Likeable characters, good pace, funny without being stupid.” 
Two breasts. Two motor vehicle chases. Four explosions. Gratu- 
itous Third World condom-factory tour sequence. Kung Fu. Cast: 
Alice Krige (“subpar”), Diane Ladd (“outstanding”), David 
Warner (“sleepwalking through this one”), Carlos Douglas. 
Writers: Jim Hougan, Antony Thomas (“bad, bad writing”). 
Director: Thomas, Original title: Spies, Lies & Alibis. [Vestron/ 
Live. 1989/92.] Overall rating: 67. 


Members of the Comedy Committee are Jim Bierce, gambler, Rolling Meadows, Ill.; Melissa Darwin, actress/writer, 
Baltimore; Kevin Fitzpatrick, Manager/Creative Affairs for DC Comics, New York, N.Y.; Michael Jones, MGM Story 
Department Coordinator, Los Angeles; Bill McElhannon, chemical/petroleum engineer, Bellaire, Tex.; Bill Munster, high 
school English teacher, Round Top, N.Y.; Greg Nikiel, electrical engineer, Chantilly, Va.; Jeri Nikiel, software engineer, 
Chantilly, Va.; Jim Perine, newspaper systems editor, Grove City, O.; Wayne Richards, case manager for the mentally ill, 


Medford, Ore.; and Neil Stern, retail consultant, Chicago, 


B-movie mar- 

riage made in 
heaven—the recent 
vows spoken by exploi- 
tation queen (and 
sometime psycho) 
Linda Blair and ex- 
ploitation king (and 
sometime psycho) 
Wings Hauser, both 
of whom have been re- 
cent guests on Joe 
Bob’s Drive-In The- 
ater. We wish them the 
best. We do not, how- 
ever, want to be around when they have their first 
argument. 





e 
The 1960 cult classic Village of the Damned will 
be remade later this year by director John Carpen- 
ter, working from the script of David Himmelstein, 
who wrote Power. 
€ 
Hong Kong cult legend John Woo, director of 
such classics as The Killer and Bullet in the Head, 
has finished his first American movie—Hard Target, 
starring Jean-Claude Van Damme, with a budget 
of $20 million, or five times greater than any budget 
he’s had for his previous 20 films. It’s the story of rich 
Asians who mount hunting trips to the United 
States—they shoot the poor. 
% 
Our favorite country/western act, the Dixie 
Chicks all-cowgirl band, has further confirmed our 
faith in their genius. Their favorite cafeteria is our 





GRapevine 


... Mherein we report from the 
underground, the counter-cul€ure, 
the ou€-of—-€he-—mainstream, ano the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and other 
places where misfits Owell. 





favorite cafeteria. In 
fact, we think of it as 
the greatest cafeteria 
in the world: Bryce’s, 
in Texarkana, Texas, 
one exit this side of the 
Arkansas __ border. 
Don’t even think of 
driving I-30 without 
stopping there. Ignore 
the fat people in line. 
That’s the way you'd 
look, too, if you could 
eat there every day. In 
other breaking Dixie 
Chicks news, singer/guitarist Robin Macy has left 
the band, and she’s been replaced by ... aguy! Matt 
Benjamin is the new guitarist’s name. To get the 
Dixie Chicks’ latest CD, Little Ol’ Cowgirl, send $15 
(or $10 for a cassette), plus $1.50 postage and han- 
dling, plus 8.25 per cent sales tax if you live in Texas, 
to: Dixie Chicks, 1450 Preston Forest Square, Suite 
212, Dallas, TX 75230. 


cy 


¥ 

Fans of The Bare Facts Video Guide will wel- 
come the latest index of American nudity, a complete 
encyclopedia of every issue of Playboy called Destiny 
Reference Guide: Vol. I: The Magazine. This is for 
hard-core Playboy collectors, including a price guide 
for back issues. (A “very fine” copy of the original 
Playboy, published in December 1953, is $4,000.) It 
has a chronological listing of all Playmates and 
Playmates-of-the-Year, a chronological listing of Play- 
boy covergirls, a chronological listing of interviews, 
and the “actual index,” which is simply an alphabeti- 


Wings chews em up, Linda spits em out. Now they’re destined for drive-in movie history. 


cal listing of everything that’s ever appeared in 
Playboy. The whole thing is the handiwork of Paul 
Hugli of Bellflower, California, a freelance writer 


who has all the right credits: he serves on the Sex 


Committee of Joe Bob’s Board 
of Drive-In Experts, and he 
once wrote a column called 
“Breasts” for Fling magazine. 
“My index,” he says, “will help 
people determine who was a 
Playmate and who was not. 
For example, Barbi Benton 
appeared in Playboy 20 times 
but was not. Neither was 
Rainbeaux Smith, even 
though people always listthem 
as Playmates in reviews. 
Brinke Stevens has appeared 
twice, Monique Gabrielle six 
times, Michelle Bauer twice, 
Linnea Quigley seven, Dona 
Speir six, Elvira three times, 
Teri Weigel three times. And 
then, of course there are the 
Playmate-of-the-Year ‘ac- 
tresses —Shannon Tweed 
(28 times), Claudia Jennings 
(27 times), Dorothy Stratten 
(19 times), and Sybil Danning 
(14 times).” If you can’t live 
without this 230-page, 24,000- 
entry index, send $28.50 to: 
Paul Hugli, 9440 Nichols, Bell- 
flower, CA 90706. 
€ 

Five classic movies by Herschell Gordon 
Lewis, the Wizard of Gore himself, are being re- 
released by Strand VCI, complete with the original 
introductions by Joe Bob. Careful observers will note 
that these are the same introductions used for The 
Sleaziest Movies in the History of the World, a series 
of videos released two years ago but quickly pulled 
from release when Strand VCI went through a series 
of management changes. The plan now is to release 
these classic B movies in collectors’ editions orga- 
nized by director. The first part of “The Herschell 
Gordon Lewis Collection” includes Blood Feast, Two 
Thousand Maniacs, Suburban Roulette, Just For 
the Hell Of It and The Wizard of Gore. 

e 

Shelby Friedman, well known to readers of 
The Joe Bob Report as the painfully relentless pun- 
ster who writes to us all the time from his Dallas 
home with jokes like “Old plumbers never die—they 
just go to the minor leaks,” is now the third most- 
published joke writer in the history of Readers Di- 
gest. Shelby started contributing to Readers Digest 
in 1964, and his 268th contribution was accepted 
earlier this year. (It’s the one we just quoted.) The 
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Strand tries again. 


Ave., 
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only people ahead of him are already dead—Win- 
ston Churchill (270) and Mark Twain (277). This 
has been Shelby’s year for publicity. Not only was he 


interviewed by the Manchester Guardian, but he 


was featured in the ‘Ripley’ S 
Believe It or Not” cartoon 
panel. According to Ripley’s, 
Shelby has written over 
300,000 puns at a rate of 100 
puns a week for 60 years! His 
writing career goes back to the 
1930’s, when he wrote news- 
paper ads for Friedman’s Drug 
Store in South Dallas, as well 
as copy for the soda-fountain 
menu. We receive about ten 
jokes a week from Shelby. 
Here’s the one that came in 
today: “Cross Tennessee Wil- 
liams with a ten-event ath- 
letic contest—you get Decath- 
lon A Hot Tin Roof.” Hang in 
there, Shelby. Don’t settle for 
the bronze. 
€ 
Larry Shell, the innova- 
tive trading-card publisher 
who has offered such series as 
famous freak acts and pin-up 
queen Betty Page, has re- 
sponded to criticism of his se- 
rial-killer cards... by printing 
a second set of them. “Bloody 
Visions 2” has a whole new 
pantheon of mass murderers, including Jeffrey 
Dahmer, John List, Joseph Kallinger and Juan 
Corona: Once again they'll be written and drawn by 
Michael H. Price, film critic for the Fort Worth 
Star-Telegram and creator of The Prowler comic 
book series, but this time they'll also be in color. You 
can order them direct from Larry by sending an age 
statement and $12.95 to: Shel-Tone Publications, 
P.O. Box 45, Irvington, NJ 07111. 
€ 

New York City’s Troma, Inc., which proudly 
distributes the trashiest movies in the world, now 
publishes a catalog called Tromabilia billed as “the 
ultimate movie collectables!” Been searching for 
that poster from Igor and the Lunatics? How about 
that rare still photo from Nymphoid Barbarian in 
Dinosaur Hell? You obviously need the merchandis- 
ing catalog of the brain trust that created not only 
The Toxic Avenger, but Rabid Grannies, They Call 
Me Macho Woman and Demented Death Farm Mas- 
sacre. They also sell T-shirts, autographs, and every 
other kind of crapola imaginable. Best of all, these 
capitalists charge $3 just for the catalog. Our kind of 
company. Send your jack to: Troma, Inc., 733 Ninth 
New York, NY 10019. 


Big shot media executives send a message to gay reporters . . . 


Just Shut Up About It, Okay 


hen they had the gay-rights march on Wash- 

ington, a bunch of holier-than-Hades newspa- 
per executives decided they needed to spout rules 
about whether their journalists—they’re never “re- 
porters,” or “writers,” or “newsmen,” they’re always 
jJournalists—would be allowed to march. 





Outrageous? 

I couldn’t believe it. 

Let’s just imagine what those same newspapers 
might have written if, say, Coors Brewing Company 
had decided that it didn’t want any of its employees 
marching in the gay-rights parade, because it might 
reflect badly on the company. 

The newspapers would be all over Coors like 
stink on a possum. 

But these media titans were saying exactly the 
same thing. The Washington Post, ABC News, and 
the Associated Press went so far as to make it a policy 
that activities that are “partisan” or have “political 
overtones” should not be joined in by reporters. The 
New York Times and NBC didn’t go quite that far, 
but they did say that, if you’re covering gay issues, 


you shouldn’t be marching in the gay-rights parade. 
The Times policy, for example, says reporters can’t 
do anything that “creates or appears to create con- 
flict of interest with their professional work.” 

Let’s look at the “appears to create” part. 

In other words, if you write about gay issues, and 
you desire to march in the gay- 
rights parade, what you should do 
instead is do not tell anybody about 
that desire and continue to write 
about gay issues anyway. 

Let’s put it another way: We 
don’t care if you're an advocate of 
increased gay rights—even if you 
write about that subject—as long 
as the public doesn’t know. 

Or to state the bald truth baldly: 
If you have a bias, keep it to your- 
. self. 
| This, ladies and gentlemen, is 
why the public no longer trusts the 
press. 

What would be wrong with iden- 
tifying the writer as an advocate, 
and letting him write the stories 
anyway? What would be wrong with 
giving the public a little credit for 
sorting out opinion from fact? What 
would be wrong with saying, “Hey, 
we know this guy is a gay-rights 
supporter, but we think he’s a 
goldurn good reporter, and he’s cov- 
ering the beat for us”? 

What would be wrong with tell- 
ing the whole truth? 

Instead, newspapers and net- 
works hide behind the concept of 
“objectivity.” What that means is that they squeeze 
everything out of an article that could possibly give 
you any indication of why the article was written in 
the first place, what individual wrote it, what ques- 
tions were asked, what tone they were asked in, and 
why the writer felt a need to state things the way he 
did. By doing this, the newspaper is protected from 
allegations of bias, and the public is subjected to... 
hidden bias. 

There’s another country where the press tried to 
take all individuality out of the paper and off the 
airwaves: the Soviet Union. 

It’s dead now, because the public never believed 
a single thing the media said. 

Thank God, the only thing that’s dying in this 


country is the hypocritical media itself. 
0 





Tin Meadows 


‘Well it was very close, but |'m going 
to go with bachelor number three.’ 


Os Drive-In Theater __ 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 
11 Pacific. 

July 10: Sorority House Massacre II, The Pit and the Pendu- 
lum. 

July 17: All American Murder, Demonic Toys. 

July 24: Ultimate Desires, Creepozoids. 

July 31: Lower Level, The Borrower. 

August 23-27: “Emmanuelle Week” on Showtime. Every night 
at 11, Joe Bob will host a tribute to the “Emmanuelle” series, 
beginning with Emanuelle, Queen of the Desert, then Emanuelle’s 
Amazon Adventure, Emmanuelle in the Orient, Emanuelle In 
Bangkok and Emmanuelle 5. The final film, on Friday night, will 
also feature live interviews with star Monique Gabrielle and 
director Steve Barnett. 


R.L.P. 


K-W Drive-In 
Kitchener / Waterloo, Canada 


Foreign Republican Alert! The K-W Drive- 
In, located halfway between Kitchener and 
Waterloo, Canada, showed Forbidden Planet 
on the final night of its existence, after being 
bought by a Toronto land developer. The K-W 
opened forty-one years ago with The Big Wheel, 
starring Mickey Rooney and Thomas Mitchell, 
featuring free baby-sitting, “largest screen in 
Canada,” “largest arc lamps in Ontario,” and “a 
modern refreshment booth.” Glen and Laurette 
of San Francisco remind us that, without eter- 
nal vigilance, it could happen here. 
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Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it 
away at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to 
the first person who asks for it. He gives it to the first 
person he notices who asks for it. This means whatever 
letter happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we 
open the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act 
like a jerk in your letter, you will receive no free junk 
for the rest of your life. 

Cassette Tapes 

Doo Dad by Webb Wilder; Head Over Heels by Headpins; 
Rough Cutt; Alibi by Vandenberg; In The Beginning by 
Malice; Without Love by Black’n Blue; The Hard Way by Point 
Blank; Disturbed; Impotency Solutions; The Big Decision 
Made Easy by the Kansas City Art Institute; Mr. Saddam by 
the Patriettes; Andrew Dice Clay’s Dice Rules; The Road to 
Hell by Chris Rea; The Last Dragon; Purple Rain by Prince & 
the Revolution; Songs for the Holidays; A Place For My Stuff 
by George Carlin. 

Records 

Christmas at the Drive-In (45 record) by Cathryn L. 

Lacey (20), Easy to Take Easy to Swallow by Bunkum. 
T-Shirts 

Dracula Rising (XXL), Night After Night with Allen 
Havey (pocket T—XL), KUSF radio (XL), Groovin’ in the 
Midnight (XL), Zombie Jamboree (XL), Survivor—Third 
Annual World Drive-In Movie Festival (with “Property of Joe 
Bob Briggs” on the sleeve—10-S, 19-M), Movie Trivia Show 
(XL), KCMU Radio(L), The Ignaroids(L), Vote for Al Goldstein 
(XL), Christmas At The Drive-In (2-S), Dice Rules (20-L), Wes 
Craven’s Shocker (L). 

Photos 

The Public Eye photo collection; 1991 Dallas Maverick 
team photo, Shining Through photo collection, Big Bad 
Mama II (15), Hunter’s Blood (39), Weekend at Bernie’s (50), 
A Nightmare on Elm Street II (50), Blood Salvage postcards 
(Evander Holyfield on the back) (75), For The Boys photo 
collection (2), Grand Canyon photo collection, California 
Hardbodies Female Oil Wrestling group or individual photos. 


More adventures with the fearless American media... 


I Stand By My Scribbles! 


I always get a chuckle out of these big cases where 
some guy sues a newspaper for libel, and the guy 
says “You made up the quotes—I never said that,” 
and then the newspaper or magazine says “We stand 
by our quotes”’—and then the newspaper produces 
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STAND 


the reporter’s notes to prove how they wrote down 
exactly what the guy said, and so he’s lying. 

First of all, have you ever tried to write down 
what anybody says? 

It’s impossible. 

I don’t mean that it’s impossible some time, or 
most of the time. It’s impossible. 

When you work at a newspaper, they give you 
these little spiral notebooks that are about three 
inches across and nine inches long, and on the front 
it says “Reporter’s Notebook.” Everybody who has 
one of these feels like a geek. Think about it. What if 
you were a phone repairman, and you had to carry 
around a clipboard that said “Phone Repairman’s 
Clipboard” on the back? It’s like being in second 
grade again, where everyone has “My Weekly 
Reader.” 

Anyhow, the idea is that you use these “Reporter's 
Notebooks” to write down what people say. 

If you can take shorthand, fine. Shorthand re- 
porters are able to write down about 97 per cent of 
what somebody says. But lemme tell you right now— 
newspaper reporters do not take shorthand. 

What reporters do is the same thing I do. They 
scribble. They abbreviate. Unfortunately, they don’t 
make up the abbreviations in advance. They just 
sorta invent em as they go. They scratch. They 
scrawl. Sometimes they get so concentrated on writ- 











ing everything down that they don’t look up at the 
person they're interviewing, and the person thinks 
he’s being ignored. 

Lemme give you an example. Five minutes ago I 
turned on CNN Headline News. The reporters on 
this network talk about important things, and 
they talk about em at a moderate speed. They 
don’t talk too fast, and they don’t talk too slow. 
So what I did is, I tried to write down every- 
thing they said during one five-minute report. 
Here’s what it says in my “Reporter’s Note- 
book”: 

U.S. ground troops are preparing Balkans 

First lady 

Man’s best friend 

I’m Lynn Russell 

U.S. ground forces are heading to 
Macedonia - Herzegov. from spreading peace- 
keeping in Bosnia 

300 troops into blue-helmeted former 
Yugoslav rep 

‘We’ve said all along we would support 
reinforced troops wd. bring w/it Serbian inva- 
sion appropriate if Macedonia invaded— 

Warren Christopher in Athens is spineless 
for the courage it’s shown - The United 

States does its part UN troops in Mace. tripwire 
not shield 

Symbolism is something 

Serbia feels free to ignore 

shot by Croat fighters... 

Now. In five minutes, that’s all I could write. So 
what would happen if I wrote an article based on 
that, and then CNN sued me, and three years from 
now it got to court, and I said, “I stand by my notes!” 

What am I gonna say? “Look! It says right here 
that Warren Christopher is spineless for the courage 
it’s shown!” 

Lemme suggest something to you guys with the 
“Reporter’s Notebooks.” 

1. Don’t use quotes. Just summarize what the 
guy said, in your own words. 

2. As soon as you've finished writing the story, 
destroy the goldang “Reporter’s Notebook.” Do you 
really wanna sit on the witness stand and get asked 
what “First lady man’s best friend” means? 

3. Learn an abbreviation for “appropriate” in 
advance. Those eleven-letter words can kill you. 

4. Stop whining when somebody says “I was 
misquoted.” Unless you're talking about the very 
first sentence they said, they probly were misquoted. 

Meanwhile, as I said in a speech three years ago, 


always be spineless for the courage it’s shown. 
ve 





Dear Joe Bob, 
I inadvertently backed over my cat this morning, 
and it seemed to make the rest of the day go great! 
P.S. [recently listened to a Patsy Cline record on 
acid and it changed my life. 
I ain’t no communist, 
Joel Abel 
Dallas 
Dear Joel: 
After three hours of studying your letter, I’ve 
figured it out: Patsy Cline on acid sounds just like a 
cat being backed over by a 68 Camaro, right? 


Dear JB: 

We have a bookstore out our way. Kepler’s, it’s 
called. I used to mosey in there quite often during my 
hippie phase, because it was the Vietnam protest 
center around here. (As an early Vietnam veteran, I 
happened to know that there was a lot worth protest- 
ing in that deal.) 

Now Kepler’s has moved out of the old storefront 
and into a clean, well-lighted place. The bookstore 
protesters seem to have shifted to less troublesome 
issues, involving ecomatters and such. 

I was over to Kepler’s the other night. A makeup- 
free woman in a smock was holding forth, at a 
microphone in the corner, anent her latest hard- 
cover. “Ihe world has changed dramatically,” she 
hollered. “It’s multimodal now, and the women’s 
movement is the most significant event for civiliza- 
tion in the last five thousand years.” 

You get the idea. 

I moved as far from that corner as I could, and 
poked through the shelved paperbacks. A piece of 
paper was sticking out from between the pages of 
several copies of a book called American Psycho, by 
somebody or other. I pulled the book and its paper 
from the shelf. The paper said: 

“Kepler’s Books and Magazines. Warning to our 
customers. American Psycho contains descriptions 
of violence against women which are grotesque and 
offensive. We would prefer that you not buy it.” 

You can see how handy this kind of information 
is. [thumbed through the book, trying to find out just 
how grotesque and offensive those women could 
have been to have triggered violence, but I did not 
find much of interest. Jeffrey Dahmer seems to have 
done it better; since he was gay and messed with 
males I guess we are supposed to make allowances, 
though. 

American Psycho looked like an overpriced piece 
of junk, but I have been a contrarian ever since I was 
toilet trained, so I did the necessary. 

Naturally, I endorse the efforts of the booksell- 


Joe Bob’s Advice 
___ to the Hopeless 


ers’ censorship league. My only problem with it is 
that, as yet, itis not doing the job right. As far as I can 
tell, everything ever written offends someone. No 
one should have to be offended. Maybe the people at 
Kepler’s are just too busy. 

I have some time. And a copy machine. So, I have 
made up little notices, with the Kepler’s logo, that 
say, “Warning to our customers: This book may be 
offensive to many people. We would prefer that you 
not buy it.” My goal is to insert such a notice into 
every book in the store. It may take a while, but I 
know my duty and I shall do it. 

Am I being helpful? 

Jerry Wright 
Portola Valley, Calif. 
Dear Jerry: 

How about a notice that says, “Warning to our 
customers: This book contains gynecological poetry 
written by fat women in Birkenstock sandals. We 
would prefer that you buy it, but you'll need a barf 
bag.” 

Yes yes, you're being very helpful. 


Dear Jimbo: 

I was conceived at a drive-in on the hood of a’48 
Packard and therefore feel qualified to make the 
following statement: 

Last Sunday I was digesting your weekly article 
and a six-pack when a show titled Drive-In Blues 
came on the Discovery Channel. Other than some old 
intermission snack bar ads, the show gnawed pud. 
Raw, uncredited film of numerous drive-ins being 
demolished. Old people whining. All references to 
the drive-in were in the past tense. What kind of 
Republican gay-boy that doesn’t know how to drink 
beer could produce a half-hour documentary on the 
drive-in and not include Joe Bob Briggs? It’s a 
sacrilege! I hope their legs grow together. 

From the knees up, 

Andy Williams 

San Leandro, Calif. 
Dear Andy: 

It’s even worse: That pseudo-documentary dealie 
was originally made for the Communist-inspired 
PBS. 


Joe Bob, 

Retroactive nomination for best drive-in movie 
of 1934: 

Tarzan and His Mate: Evidently a jab at the 
Hays Office, this non-stop actioner set on African 
continent opens with implied adultery, segues to 
male buns, gratuitous shooting of insubordinate 
native porter by white hunter (his distressed partner 
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says “A whip would have worked!”), arrow-in-native- 
forehead, arrow-in-white-mens’-foreheads with one 
white hunter suspended by heels while ants nibble 
face, slaughter of friendly native porters by hostile 
natives, slaughter of hostile natives by white hunt- 
ers, slaughter of one sacrilegious hostile native by 
another hostile, extended nude swimming scene by 
Mia Farrow’s mom, Maureen O’Sullivan, simulated 
rhino-stabbing, actual giant-rubber-crocodile stab- 
bing, actual safari footage of lion-shooting, lion- 
spearing, simulated torture of friendly native por- 
ters by hostile natives, docile Indian elephants with 
huge artificial ears to simulate wild African el- 
ephants, loincloth flapping crotch-shot while mak- 
ing friction-fire, again, of Mia’s mom. (Beginning of 
nude swimming scene was broadcast in MGM: When 
the Lion Roars last winter on Turnervision, after 
which I made “mental note” to look at this video. It’s 
a revelation. Weissmuller plays straight-arrow 
Tarzan, while canvas elephant ears and Jane’s loin- 
cloth flap in turmoil about him.) 
Clint Williams 
Oakland, Mich. 


Dear Clint: 
I, too, have seen Tarzan and His Mate, and, yes, 





This Week's Contest 

Deborah Bombard of Burlington, Vermont: “I 
would like to know if you could try to find the movie 
that I have been looking for so long that nobody 
knows what I am talking about or the ones that do, 
they can’t find the movie. I think the name of the 
movie is The Car or The Black Car—I am not sure. 
It was a black car that was killing people, and it 
would not go into a cemetery when it chased a group 
of kids and a teacher into it. Also, the way they 
destroyed it was the same place it came from, which 
was a big sand pit. I am not sure of the name, but I 
am kind of sure it was The Car.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the April 5 issue, Fran Narum of Watertown, 
New York, asked about a movie that “took place in a 
swamp and involved an older sister who was bring- 
ing up a younger brother and sister by catching 
snakes and selling their skins. One day a group of 
hunters entered the swamp, came upon the little 
sister, raped and killed her. The brother was present 
but escaped. Because he couldn’t speak, the murders 
were unknown. The plot of the rest of the movie was 
the older sister searching each man out and killing 


we now know how Mia’s mom got so kinky. 


Dear Mr. Briggs, 
I believe the “meaning of life” is as follows: 
Almighty God gives us so many years to decide 
whether we want to go to heaven or hell. It’s as 
simple as that. What do you think? Id like to hear 
from you. 
Cordially and sincerely, 
Louis J. Abrams 
San Francisco 
Dear Louis: 
Okay, I’ve decided. Does that mean I get to die 
now ? 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Help! I am a hopeless person who needs your 
advice. My stereo is possessed. At any time during 
the day/night it will flick on or off. ’m usually not 
even near it when it happens. What should I do? 

Nicolle Zamora 
Roanoke, Tex. 
Dear Nicolle: 

Get rid of your Judas Priest tapes before some- 

thing nasty happens. 


Be a a a ee a ae Be ee Re Oe RR A 


Claudia Jennings gets revenge, in Gator Bait. 
him for revenge.” 

We received 15 correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing. He is Lee Kondor of York, 
Pennsylvania, who wrote: “The film Fran is looking 
for is named Gator Bait. I remember seeing it at a 
drive-in theater south of Seattle in 1973 or 1974. An 
unusual aspect of the film is that most of the behind- 
the-scenes credits went to people with the same last 
name.” 

Additional information came from our 14 run- 
ners-up... 

Richard Wright of Albuquerque: “Gator Bait 
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(1973) starred Playboy’s Miss November 1969 and 
Playmate of the Year Claudia Jennings as Desiree 
Tibidoe, the older sister and alligator poacher. She 
wreaked havoc on the attackers of her younger 
sister, Julie, played by Janit Baldwin. Sam Gilman, 
Doug Dirkson, and Tracy Sebastian were also in the 
film. Claudia had some very brief nudity while Janit 
had quite a bit more. The film was directed by Ferd 
and Beverly Sebastian, who also directed the se- 
quel—Gator Bait II: Cajun Justice (1988). In the 
sequel, Tray Loren was cast as the brother of Claudia’s 
character, Desiree in the original. Tray’s wife, played 
by Jan MacKenzie, went bonkers in the sequel. Ben 
Sebastian had roles in both films.” 

Lloyd Dore III of Abbeville, Louisiana: “Gator 
Bait was filmed in the Thidodaux, Louisiana area; 
the town is spelled differently than the character’s 
last name. Gator Bait II: Cajun Justice was also 
filmed in the Thibodaux area. Claudia Jennings 


is 
: Drive-In Classics Deal-o-rama! 
| Subscribe now and get a Herschell Gordon Lewis cult classic on VHS for only $10! 


| Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of The 
Joe Bob Report and get the video of your choice from the Herschell 
Gordon Lewis Collectors Edition series for $10. Offer expires 
| September 30, 1993. 


video from the Herschell Gordon Lewis Collectors Edition 


| ‘a Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription and choice of one* 
| video series (listed below)—$80 in foreign countries. 


Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 
| [| Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. only) 


HER 1. GOR PHIN 
F 


{| Suburban Roulette 


os b : rb HW ee 


{| Just For the Hell Of It 
| Wizard of Gore 
{| Blood Feast 


{| Two Thousand Maniacs 








* For additional videos, add $10 each. 





Tron Joe Bob, $19 ea. 
The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs, $17.95 ea. 


A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, $9.95 ea. 
Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10.95 ea. 
Joe Bob Goes to the Drive-In, Sold out 


$2.00 shipping and handling per book. TX residents must add 8.25% sales tax. Please allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. 


Make all checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 
ee a eas ee ee 


appeared in several other films—Jud (1971), The 
Love Machine (1971), Unholy Rollers (1972), Forty 
Carats (1973), The Stepmother (1974), Truck Stop 
Women (1974), The Great Texas Dynamite Chase 
(1976), Moonshine County Express (1977) and 
Deathsport (1978). Shortly after Deathsport was 
released Claudia Jennings was killed in an auto 
accident. Ferd and Beverly Sebastian have done 
several films in addition to the Gator Bait films: 
Hitchhikers (1972), Flash and the Firecat (1976), 
Delta Fox (1979) and On the Air Live with Captain 
Midnight (1979). Janit Baldwin, who plays Jennings’ 
sister in Gator Bait, has appeared in other notable 
films: Prime Cut (1972), Ruby (1977), Where the 
Buffalo Roam (1980), and Humongous (1982).” 
Jerome Wilson of Greenbelt, Maryland: “Gator 
Bait is the best Claudia Jennings film I’ve seen to 
date, a movie which I thought was going to be one of 
Jennings’ light-hearted action comedies but surpris- 
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1993 Binders Are Here! 


They’re still street-walkin’ red with the We Are the Weird logo 
and year. 1990 through 1992 also available. $14.95 each or 
$24.95 for two. 


Back Issues Galore! 


$4 per single back issue. 


Every issue of The Joe Bob Report (We Are the Weird) ever 
published, plus binders: $200 


Complete list of back issues available upon request. Please note 
that some of the issues have mailing labels on them, but all are 
in good condition. Also, a few issues have sold out and will be 
replaced with xerox copies. 


& GUIDE TO 
WESTERN 
CIVILIZATION 
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ingly turned grim and very im- 
pressive, like a low-budget Deliv- 
erance. If I remember correctly 
the Sebastians’ son played 
Claudia’s deaf-mute brother, and 
Ms. Jennings was the only one 
alive at the end in classic avenger 
fashion.” 

Murray Whichard of Poway, 
California: “In Gator Bait, Claudia 
was in her leggy prime. She plays 
the swamp girl, Desiree (pro- 
nounced Dezza-ray), who lives in 
the swamp with her younger 
brother and sister. The methods 
used by Desiree to dispatch the 
leeringly evil redneck sheriff and 
his buddies are extremely bloody 
and graphic, and she wears a Cos- 
tume that is quite revealing (bare- 
foot, with low-slung cutoffs and 
midriff-baring, vest-type top) 
throughout. When it comes to 
drive-in movies, it just don’t get 
any better than this! For 
completists, the same directing 
team released a sequel in 1988 
called Gator Bait IT: Cajun Jus- 
tice. It was a direct-to-video re- 
lease that starred Jan MacKenzie, 
as the new city wife of Desiree’s 
brother, who does a whole bunch 
of major league, redneck hiney- 
kicking when attacked by some 
drooling swampsters (these guys 
just never learn, do they?).” 

Katherine Katsidhe of New 
York City: “Ferd and Beverly 
Sebastian also produced and di- 
rected the Claudia Jennings movie 
The Single Girls, a/k/a Private 
School.” 

Also answering correctly were 
Karl A. Bunker of Brookline, 
Massachusetts; Bob Campbell of 
Weymouth, Massachusetts; Rich- 
ard Linoleum of Park Forest, 
Illinois; Bret McCormick of Fort 
Worth, Texas; Erich Mees of 
Dunwoody, Georgia; Gregory 
Nicoll of Atlanta; James 


Roberson of Dubach, Louisiana; 
Tony Rosati of Dayton, Ohio; 
and Gary Shindler, Jr., of Ponca 
City, Oklahoma. 


- Joe Bob’s Classifieds | 


Video Sales 


Carl J. Sukenik’s Alien Beasts. Warning: So 
sick that publicity photos have been banned 
by Cinefantastique / Femme Fatales of Hor- 
ror Magazine. $19.95 payable to CJS Films, 
P.O. Box 20013, New York, NY 10011-9993. 
e 

Motorcycle videos. For free catalog write 
Alpine Motorcycle Adventure videos, P.O. 
Box 1598, Englewood, CO 80150-1598. 


Fanzines 


baby sue. Psychotic humor. Sample $1, sub- 
scription $8. Cash/checks to Fievet, Box 
1111, Decatur, GA 30031-1111. 

e 
Bovine Gazette—“It’s not just for cows.” $1 
checks to S.C. Taylor, P.O. Box 2263 Pasa- 
dena, CA 91102. 


Video Trades 


For swap: Horror, science fiction, wres- 
tling, Superman videos, comics. Write Henry 
Saffan, 2626 Homecrest Ave. Brooklyn, NY 
11235. 

Wanted: The Difter and I, Madman. Willing 
to trade. Send info to S. Lamie, 26 Weald, 
Portsmouth, NH 03801. 


Miscellaneous 


Joe Bob Briggs has a limited number of 
openings available on his “board of drive-in 
experts,” which screens and rates videos to 
get aconcensus opinion. No extensive writ- 
ing involved, but you must love watching 
movies. Joe Bob chooses videos, which cir- 








culate among the board, often weeks before 
their “official” release date. No pay, but 
your opinions published and credited. State 
qualifications to Joe Bob, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 
you a free ad (up to twenty 
words—60 cents each addi- 
tional word). No businesses. No 
dealers. Just send information 
to P.O. Box 2002 Dallas, TX 
16221. 


| Get Yours— 
| Dirt Cheap! 


Place a personal ad or message, sell 
| or trade videos, publicize events! What- | 
| ever! Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and 

charge to Visa/MasterCard for $1 addi- 
tional fee (don't forget your signature 
and expiration date) or mail your ad with | 
| check payable toWe Are The Weird, P.O. | 
Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 
appear in approximately three weeks. | 
| Display advertising is $75 per inch. | 


$10 for 15 words, 
60 cents each additional word | 
Run the ad a second time at half 
| price! 





Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 
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